"The Princess of Autumn" 


Listen very close if you'd like to hear the story of the world outside your door. 
The grass, the trees, and even the breeze are the artwork that she formed. 

The sun beat down upon the Earth, a wretched heat it brought. 

Even the rain, though quite abundant, sizzled as it dropped. 

The trees, the grass, all of the plants, were all painted in green. 

This meant the Earth was flourishing and, yet, it was drudging. 

Waves were non-existent in every ocean, river, and lake. 

Still as glass, the whole world seemed, until it began to quake. 

'Twas the ninth month of the year, the twenty-second day. 

All the world had known before, would soon be disarray. 

She came to life up in the sky. Magnificence was born. 

She spread her arms out vigorously and the clouds began to form. 

The rain began to trickle down, more gently than the past. 

Refreshing, and so cool to touch, it was a welcomed contrast. 

Seated high, up in the clouds, her smile began to grow. 

She clasped her hands together tight and the wind started to blow. 

Soon, the world was dancing, the plants, the animals, the seas. 

Music swirled in circles and whistled through the trees. 

All at once, the tree leaves changed, developing some flair. 

Green turned to red, orange, and yellow. It matched her thick long hair. 

Men, women, and children ran outside, thankful for what she brought them. 
Heads tilted back, hands lifted high, embracing the Princess of Autumn. 




